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"Couldn't go up the strait Clouds and snow right down to the
bottom. Have told ship we are on our way back."
So once more we had retreated before the weather. But what of
the plan we had so long discussed—to knd in bad weather and wait
it out? That seemed to have gone into the discard. I saw Kenyon
munching a biscuit. He passed me a note: "I've just had lunch.
Have you?"
I didn't answer. Lunch I All the way back I tried to decide what
I would do about this fiasco, scarcely observing anything from the
plane, taking no pictures, entering no notes. We reached Dundee
about three o'clock in the afternoon, local time, landing at the foot
of the hill near the ship. A party was waiting for us. Without a
word I dropped down to the snow and started for the Wyatt Earp.
Wilkins was coming toward me.
"What happened?" he asked.
I made no reply, but kept on over the bay ice. Kenyon was fol-
lowing behind. He and Wilkins spoke together, and then I heard
Wilkins exclaim: "If I had known this was to be a one-day flight, I
would never Rave joined the expedition,"
Aboard the Wyatt Earp I dumped my belongings into my cabin
and strode out to the afterdeck. Wilkins and Kenyon presently
came aboard, and Wilkins joined me on deck.
I said to him: "To-morrow I'm trying again, but I don't want
Hollick-Kenyon. I'm going to take Lymburner."
Wilkins pleaded with me to reconsider. "Lymburner is tired out
from working on the engine," he said. "Kenyon at least now knows
the route to Stefansson Strait. There's that much gained."
But I was still too upset to listen. Wilkins left me, and then
Hollick-Kenyon came out.
"I understand," he said, "that you would prefer Lymburner on
the next flight. That's quite all right with me."
He was so earnestly sincere in his attitude that I instantly re-
lented. I could not doubt that he was as anxious as I to have the
expedition succeed. In returning to Dundee Island he had, after all,
only used his pilot's judgment. True, it was our agreement to land
in bad weather, but to have attempted a landing in fogged moun-
tains would have been sheer suicide. Then, the plane had burned
so much petrol over Hearst Land fighting the head wind, it was

